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Brooklyn,  September ',  /868 


Messrs.  J.  3?.  Ford  d  Co.: 

Gentlemen  :  Mr.  T.  J.  Fllinwood  has  been  the  re¬ 
porter  of  my  sermons  fo7'  some  ten  years  ;  and  he  is  the 
only  authorized  reporter  of  them.  2 he  sermons  jrhich 
you  propose  to  print,  wee/c  by  week,  from  his  hand, 
will  be  published  by  you  alone,  and  after  January  /, 

7869,  will  be  the  only  ones  which  go  befo?*e  the  public 
with  my  consent. 
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PLYMOUTH  PULPIT. 


It  is  in  answer  to  a  long-felt  want  that  the  undersigned  have  undertaken  to  issue  Mr.  Beecher’s 
SERMONS,  week  by  week,  as  they  are  delivered,  and  to  put  them  into  a  form  that  shall  be  at 
once  convenient  and  pleasant  for  reading,  and  sufficiently  compact  and  handsome  to  be  preserved 
for  binding,  while  cheap  enough  to  be  within  the  reach  of  all. 

The  regular  terms  for  subscribers,  price  of  single  copies,  arrangements  for  the  trade,  etc.,  will 
be  found  in  the  advertisement  at  the  back  of  the  pamphlet. 

Clergymen,  College  Officers,  or  others  who  will  take  the  trouble  to  send  us  subscrip¬ 
tions  for  four  copies  will  be  regularly  served  with  a  fifth,  free  of  charge,  except  for  postage. 

It  is  believed  that  the  usefulness  of  these  discourses  to  young  men,  students,  invalids,  and  per¬ 
sons  temporarily  deprived  of  the  privileges  of  the  sanctuary,  will  amply  commend  the  above  pro¬ 
posal  to  the  cordial  cooperation  of  Ministers  and  Instructors. 

In  order  to  guard  against  possible  imposition,  it  is  necessary  to  add  that  subscriptions  thus 
intrusted  to  others  than  ourselves  must  be  at  the  risk  of  the  subscribers  ;  we  hold  ourselves  respon¬ 
sible  only  for  what  we  receive.  J.  B.  FORD  &  CO. 


Entered,  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  1868,  by  J.  B.  Ford  &  Co.,  in  the  Clerk’s 
Office  of  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States  lor  the  Southern  District  of  New-York. 


THE  GOD  OF  COMFORT. 


SUNDAY  MORNING,  SEPTEMBER  27,  1868. 


“  Blessed  be  God,  even  the  Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  Father  of 
mercies,  and  the  God  of  all  comfort ;  who  comforteth  us  in  all  our  tribulation, 
that  we  may  be  able  to  comfort  them  which  are  in  any  trouble  by  the  comfort 
'wherewith  we  ourselves  are  comforted  of  God.” — 2  Cor.  i.  3,  4. 

■  -  ■  -  — - - — 


I  call  the  Xew  Testament  the  Book  of  Joy.  There  is  not  in  the 
world  a  hook  which  is  pervaded  with  such  a  spirit  of  exhilaration. 
Nowhere  does  it  pour  forth  a  melancholy  strain.  Often  pathetic,  it 
is  never  gloomy.  Full  of  sorrows,  it  is  full  of  victory  over  sorrow. 
In  all  the  round  of  literature,  there  is  not  another  book  that  can  cast 
such  cheer  and  inspire  such  hope.  Yet  it  eschews  humor,  and  fore¬ 
goes  wit.  It  is  intensely  earnest,  and  yet  full  of  quiet.  It  is  pro¬ 
foundly  solemn,  and  yet  there  is  not  a  strain  of  morbid  feeling  in  it. 

Some  books  have  recognized  the  wretchedness  of  man’s  condition 
on  earth,  and  in  some  sense  have  produced  exhilaration ;  but  it  has 
been  rather  by  amusing  their  readers.  They  have  turned  life  into  a 
comedy.  They  have  held  up  men’s  weakness  to  mirth.  They  have 
turned  men’s  passions  to  ridicule,  sharply  puncturing  their  folly  by 
wit.  Thus  they  have  undervalued  human  nature.  They  have  re¬ 
lieved  men’s  sorrowful  thoughts  of  human  life  by  teaching  them  sub¬ 
stantially  to  despise  life  and  its  duties.  They  have  kept  down  the 
nobler  sentiments,  and  worked  up  the  jollity  of  men’s  lower  nature, 
and  sought  to  redeem  them  from  suffering  by  taking  out  all  earnest¬ 
ness,  all  faith,  all  urgent  convictions. 

Not  so  the  Christian  Scriptures.  They  never  jest;  they  never 
ridicule ;  they  never  deal  in  any  wise  in  comic  scenes.  They  dis¬ 
dain,  in  short,  all  those  methods  by  which  other  writings  have  in¬ 
spired  cheer;  and  yet,  by  a  method  of  their  own,  they  produce  in  all 
who  accept  them  a  reasonable  sympathy,  elevation  of  mind,  high 
hope,  and  cheerful  resignation. 

Other  writers  gild  the  nature  of  man  with  the  light  of  an  indis- 
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criminating  benevolence.  They  tell  ns,  in  substance,  that  wicked¬ 
ness  is  not  so  wicked  as  we  think ;  that  we  put  too  much  emphasis 
on  conduct,  and  attach  too  much  importance  to  events ;  that  we 
must  look  upon  men  more  as  if  they  were  clouds  coming  and  going 
in  the  sky,  or  like  leaves  which  flutter,  without  self-help,  as  the  wind 
determines ;  and  that  good  and  evil  should  not  afflict  and  agitate  us, 
since  they  are  accidents,  like  the  bark  of  trees,  smooth  or  rough,  by 
some  occult  law,  rather  than  by  any  intelligent  purpose  of  their 
own ;  and  that  we  should  be  charitable.  Thus  men  are  taught  to 
be  charitable  at  the  expense  of  moral  convictions,  and  of  sensibility 
to  that  which  is  right  or  wrong. 

And  so  these  writers  relieve  our  spirits  of  melancholy  by  flatten¬ 
ing  all  of  life  to  a  tame  level — lowering  the  dignity  of  human  nature 
by  belittling  man’s  destiny.  If  life  is  nothing,  and  means  nothing  ; 
if  it  comes  from  nothing,  and  returns  to  nothing,  why  should  men 
take  events  too  burdensomely  ?  why  not  say,  “  Let  us  eat  and  drink, 
for  to-morrow  we  die”  ? 

But  the  New  Testament  unfolds  the  nature  of  man  in  the  darkest 
colors.  It  lifts  over  his  head  a  cloud  full  of  bolts,  liable  at  any  mo¬ 
ment  to  fall  destructively.  It  creates  him  a  responsible  agent ;  and, 
rolling  back  the  horizon-curtains,  reveals,  the  everlasting  future,  on 
which,  as  upon  a  daguerrean  plate,  this  life  is  picturing  itself.  It 
recites  the  evils  of  the  human  heart,  drawing  in  lurid  colors  the 
revel  of  appetites  ;  in  sharp  lines  sketching  the  features  of  the  human 
passions.  It  recites  the  wicked  deeds  which  pride  and  vanity  and 
selfishness  have  evermore  produced  in  mankind.  It  paints  no  para¬ 
dise  of  innocent  sufferers.  It  sweeps  a  circle  around  a  guilty  race, 
lost  in  trespasses  and  sins,  and  so  given  over  to  them  that  all 
strength  for  recovery  is  gone  ;  and  Death,  universal  and  final,  towers 
and  glooms  over  the  race,  like  a  black  storm  that  will  soon  burst 
forth,  unless  some  kind  wind  arises  to  bear  it  back,  and  sweep  it  out 
of  the  hemisphere. 

Strange  as  it  is  in  statement,  it  is  while  dealing  with  such  a 
scene  that  the  New  Testament  writers  suffuse  their  compositions 
with  a  transcendent  joy ;  and  not  once,  nor  twice,  but  always,  and 
all  the  way  through,  they  flash  with  radiant  hope  and  cheer. 
This  is  without  a  parallel.  It  puts  it,  as  a  marvel  in  literature, 
that  the  most  profound  conceptions  of  the  sin  and  guilt  of  mankind, 
arraignments  and  condemnations  of  conduct  and  character  the 
most  relentless,  and  denunciations  and  prophecies  of  the  future 
fate  of  evil-doers  the  most  fearful,  are  yet  the  subject-matters  of 
a  sacred  literature  more  natural  and  wholesome,  more  cheerful  and 
hopeful,  more  invigorating  and  comforting,  than  any  that  has  ever 
-existed.  There  is  not  a  morbid  line  in  the  New  Testament. 
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If  one  would  contrast  the  writers  who  have  most  severely  dealt 
with  human  weaknesses,  let  him  read  Rabelais,  if  he  can,  holding 
his  nose,  the  while,  as  he  walks  through  his  nastiness  ;  let  him  read 
the  lurid  lines  and  heartless  sneers  of  that  demoniac  genius,  Byron, 
or  go  back  to  the  biting  ugliness  of  Dean  Swift ;  and  then  let  him 
listen  to  the  wide  and  various  representations  of  human  wickedness 
in  the  New  Testament,  simple,  earnest,  truthful,  beginning  with 
Christ’s  lament  over  Jerusalem,  which  is  the  one  key-note  of  the 
whole  lore  and  symphony  of  the  wickedness  of  man,  as  represented 
in  the  New  Testament  literature. 

What  is  the  source  of  this  strange  cheer  overhanging  so  strange 
a  subject  ?  What  is  the  source  of  that  joy  which  glances  from  every 
argument,  from  every  line  almost,  while  treating  of  such  tremendous 
realities  of  sadness  ?  How  comes  it  that  the  sacred  writers  are  so 
inspiriting?  As  birds  fly  easier  against  the  wind,  if  it  be  not  too 
strong,  than  in  a  calm,  does  joy,  too,  rise  more  easily  against  the 
breath  of  this  world’s  great  sorrows  ?  How  is  it  ? 

The  fountain  and  unfailing  source  of  this  sober  exhilaration  was 
found  in  the  divine  nature,  as  it  had  been  revealed  to  the  apostles. 
Our  text  is  an  admirable  expression  of  this  representation  of  the 
divine  nature.  And  I  will  attempt  so  to  open  this  passage  as  to  give 
some  insight  into  those  experiences,  both  of  sorrow  and  of  consolation, 
which  have  made  the  apostles  the  leaders  of  men  for  so  many  ages. 

God  is  here  styled  the  Father  of  mercies,  and  the  God  of  cell 
comfort.  We  are  not  to  take  our  conceptions  of  God  from  human 
systems ;  for  these  systems  have  been  built  up  out  of  selections  from 
the  Word  of  God.  But  God’s  word  is  a  vast  forest  ;  and  as  a  man 
can  build,  out  of  the  timber  that  is  growing  in  the  forest,  a  hut,  or  a 
common  mansion,  or  a  palatial  residence,  so  out  of  the  Word  of  God 
man  can  build  a  poor  theology,  or  a  rich  theology,  or  a  glorious  one, 
according  as  he  is  skillful  in  his  selections. 

Men  had  heard  of  God  who  created  all  things,  who  governed  all 
things,  who  weighed  and  measured  all  human  thoughts  and  feelings, 
and  stamped  with  ineffaceable  lines  the  moral  character  of  the  race. 
This  magisterial  and  juridical  Deity,  revealed  to  men  through  the 
types  of  civil  government,  was  powerful  to  incite  fear  and  to  restrain 
from  evil.  This  vision  of  God  must  always  remain,  having  certain 
purposes,  and  having  in  it  the  office  of  representing  certain  truths  re¬ 
specting  the  divine  nature.  But  this  view  does  not  express  God. 
To  represent  a  being  as  perfectly  holy,  and  as  sitting  in  the  circle  of 
holiness,  holding  the  race  to  absolute  purity,  almost  without  sympa¬ 
thy,  except  that  which  is  doled  out  on  certain  conditions — that  is  not 
to  represent  God,  though  it  is  to  represent  something  about  God. 

Men,  too,  had  heard  of  a  God  perfect  in  holiness.  Their  thoughts 
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had  ranged  until  weary  through  that  vast  circle  inhabited  by  the 
ideal  of  perfect  justice  and  truth. 

It  was  the  latest  disclosure  of  the  divine  nature  that,  within  that 
august  power  which  had  been  revealed,  and  beating  like  a  heart 
within  that  perfect  holiness,  there  was  a  nature  of  exquisite  sympa¬ 
thy  and  tenderness ;  that  the  energies  of  that  Almighty  Being 
wrere  exerted  in  the  service  of  mercy  and  kindness;  that  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  God’s  nature  was  toward  love ;  and  that,  although  alterna¬ 
tively  there  were  justice  and  judgment,  yet  they  were  but  alterna¬ 
tive  ;  while  the  length  and  breadth,  the  height  and  depth  of  God 
was  in  the  sphere  of  love- — potential,  fruitful. 

Consider  what  that  nature  must  be  which  is  here  styled  the 
Father  of  mercies.  When  a  man  begets  children,  they  are  in  his  own 
likeness.  God  groups  all  the  mercies  of  the  universe  into  a  great 
family  of  children,  of  which  he  is  the  head.  Mercies  tell  us  what 
God  is.  They  are  his  children.  He  is  the  father  of  them,  in  all  their 
forms,  combinations,  multiplications,  derivations,  offices.  Mercies  in 
their  length  and  breadth,  in  their  multitudes  infinite,  uncountable — 
these  are  God’s  offspring,  and  they  represent  their  Father.  Judg¬ 
ments  are  effects  of  God’s  power.  Pains  and  penalties  go  forth  from 
his  hand.  Mercies  are  God  himself.  They  are  the  issues  of  his  heart. 
If  he  rears  up  a  scheme  of  discipline  and  education  which  requires 
and  justifies  the  application  of  pains  and  penalties  for  special  purpo¬ 
ses,  the  God  that  stands  behind  all  special  systems  and  all  special 
administrations,  in  his  own  interior  nature  pronounces  himself  the 
Father  of  mercies ,  and  the  God  of  all  comfort.  Of  mercies  it  is 
said  that  they  are  children.  They  are  part  of  God’s  nature.  They 
are  not  what  he  does  so  much  as  what  he  is. 

But  even  more  strongly  is  it  said  that  he  is  the  God  of  all  com - 
fort.  By  comfort ,  we  mean  those  influences  which  succor  distress ; 
which  soothe  suffering  ;  which  alleviate  grief,  and  convert  the  whole 
experience  of  sorrow  to  gladness. 

Consider  that  God  is  declared,  not  at  times  and  upon  fit  occa¬ 
sions,  to  produce  comfort,  but  that  he  is  the  very  God  of  it.  If  we 
might  imagine  a  kingdom  wide  and  rich  in  all  the  elements  of  conso- 
lation,  where  every  ill  found  its  remedy,  and  every  sorrow  its  cure — a 
celestial  sanitarium,  out  of  which  issued  winds  bearing  health  every¬ 
whither — then  there,  in  its  own  centre,  and  exalted  to  the  highest 
place,  is  God,  sovereign  and  active  in  comforting.  For  this  he 
thinks ;  for  this  he  plans ;  for  this  he  executes ;  for  this  he  waits ;  for 
this  he  lives. 

Oh  !  what  a  realm  of  sorrow  lies  under  this  kingdom.  Oh  !  what 
a  need  there  has  been  in  this  world  that  there  should  be  somebody 
to  comfort.  “  The  whole  creation  has  groaned  and  travailed  in  pain 
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until  now.”  Men  have  been  born,  it  would  seem,  that  they  might  be 
sufferers.  Nations  have  been  wrapped  in  darkness.  Tribulation  has 
come  like  the  sheeted  doom  of  storms,  and  swept  whole  continents. 
Ages  have  been  stained  with  blood.  Tears  have  been  so  abundant 
that  they  have  been  too  cheap  to  count.  Weeping  has  had  more 
work  in  this  world  than  laughing.  Trouble  has  ruled  more  than  joy. 
Even  yet,  large-built,  and  high  advanced  in  the  causes  of  a  better 
living,  and  in  the  very  midst  of  civilization,  men,  if  you  read  their 
title,  by  which  we  see  what  sign  experience  has  hung  out  upon  their 
face,  are  scarcely  creatures  of  joy,  but  more  of  care  and  trouble  and 
sorrow.  Every  household,  every  heart,  in  its  turn,  is  pierced.  Men 
go  lonely,  yearning,  longing,  unsatisfied.  They  are  bereaved.  They 
are  filled  with  shocks  of  calamities.  They  are  overturned.  All  their 
life  is  at  times  darkened.  They  are  subverted.  In  midday,  there 
walk  tenj  thousand  men  in  these  cities,  that  say,  “  Our  life  is  done. 
We  have  sown  to  the  wind,  and  reaped  the  whirlwind.”  There  are 
thousands  of  dying  children,  and  thousands  of  mothers  that  would 
die.  There  are  armies  of  men  beguiling  their  leisure  by  destroying 
armies  of  men.  There  are  nations  organized  so  as  to  suppress  man¬ 
hood.  The  very  laws  of  nature  are  employed  as  forces  to  curtail 
men’s  conveniences  by  impoverishing  them.  Commerce  and  manu¬ 
facturing,  and  work  itself,  man’s  best  friend— -these  are  putting  on 
bands  and  gyves.  The  city  makes  suffering,  and  the  town  makes 
suffering;  and  man  himself  heaps  up  in  himself,  by  his  own  work,  ten 
thousand  sources  of  misery.  And  it  is  true  that  “  the  whole  creation  . 
groans  and  travails  in  pain.”  We  march  like  so  many  soldiers,  but 
march  to  a  requiem,  not  to  a  pean  ;  and  the  sounds  that  fill  the  world 
are  sounds  of  mourning  and  of  sorrow. 

Oh  !  what  need  there  is  that  up  out  of  this  darkness  and  trouble 
and  sadness,  out  of  these  calamities,  there  should  be  exalted,  some¬ 
where,  an  image  that  writes  upon  itself,  “  I  am  the  God  of  comfort.” 
That  brings  God  right  home  to  man’s  need.  The  world  would  die  if 
it  had  not  some  hope  of  finding  such  a  God. 

He  penetrates  and  pervades  the  universe  with  his  nature  and 
with  his  disposition.  My  flagging  faith  has  need  of  some  such 
assurance.  I  have  walked  very  much  in  thought  with  those  old 
philosophers  that  believed  that  there  was  a  God,  too,  of  evil,  as  well 
as  of  good  ;  and  I  am  more  willingly  a  disciple,  therefore,  of  that  in¬ 
spired  teaching  which  declares  that  evil  is  not  a  personage.  It  is  not 
even  an  empire.  Like  the  emery  and  sand  with  which  we  scour  off 
rude  surfaces,  evil  and  trouble  in  this  world  are  but  instruments. 
And  they  are  in  the  hands  of  God.  If  they  bite  with  sharp  attrition, 
it  is  because  we  need  more  scouring;  it  is  because  men’s  troubles 
need  ruder  handling  and  chiseling,  that  evils  float  in  the  air,  swim 
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in  the  sea,  and  spring  up  from  out  of  the  ground.  But  all  is  under 
the  control  of  the  God  of  consolation,  as  it  is  said  elsewhere  ;  the  God 
of  comfort ,  and  the  Father  of  mercies ,  as  it  is  said  here.  More  are 
the  tender  thoughts,  the  inspired  potential  actions,  in  God,  than  the 
stars  in  the  heavens.  Innumerable  are  the  sweet  influences  which  he 
sends  down  from  his  realm  above.  More  and  purer  are  his  blessings 
than  the  drops  of  dew  which  night  shakes  down  on  the  flowers  and 
grass.  He  penetrates  and  pervades  the  world  with  more  saving  mer¬ 
cies  than  does  the  sun  with  particles  of  light  and  heat.  He  declares 
that  this  nature  in  himself  is  boundless ;  that  this  heart  of  mercy  is 
inexhaustible  ;  that  this  work  of  comfort  is  endless. 

Listen  to  this  symphony  and  chant  of  the  apostle,  wherewith  he 
prays  that  “  we  might  be  able  to  comprehend  with  all  saints”— 
Stand  back  as  he  builds  the  statue,  glowing  at  every  touch  with 
supernal  brightness !  “  That  we  might  be  able  to  comprehend  ” 

wThat  ?  That  wire-drawn,  fine,  finical  character  that  too  often  the¬ 
ology  has  skeletonized;  that  filmy  and  silky  substance  abstracted 
almost  beyond  the  grasp  of  the  understanding,  reduced,  for  the  sake 
of  a  certain  notion  of  perfection,  to  an  abstraction  that  is  absolutely 
unusable  in  practical  life — is  this  God  ?  No.  As  he  builds,  listen  : 
<£  That  Christ  may  dwell  in  your  hearts  by  faith ;  that  ye,  being 
rooted  and  grounded  in  love ,  may  be  able  to  comprehend  ” — Ah ! 
old  hoary  student,  do  you  think  because  you  can  read  Hebrew,  and 
Syriac,  and  Arabic,  and  Greek,  and  Latin,  that  you  can  teach  me 
about  God  ?  Ah  !  old  grammarian,  that  comes  fighting  me  on  doc¬ 
trines,  that  marshals  sentences,  with  exegesis,  sharp  both  at  the 
point  and  at  the  edge,  cutting  both  ways,  do  you  think  that  because 
you  are  so  wise  in  construction,  you  can  teach  me  of  God  ?  He  is 
not  found  by  either.  w  That  ye,  being  rooted  and  grounded  in  love  ” 
—which  is  the  only  interpreter  of  the  divine  nature — “  may  be  able 
to  comprehend,  with  all  saints,  what  is  the  breadth  ” — look  from 
where*  the  sun  comes  to  where  he  sets  ;  and  look  again  from  where  he 
sets  to  where  he  comes,  if  you  would  gain  any  measure — “  that  ye 
may  be  able  to  comprehend,  with  all  saints,  what  is  the  breadth,  and 
length,  and  depth,  and  height ;  and  to  know  the  love  of  Christ  which 
passeth  knowledge,  that  ye  might  be  filled  with  all  the  fullness  of 
God.” 

This  is  the  true  conception  of  God.  This  is  that  majestic  and 
mighty  Heart,  rich,  glowing,  glorious,  yearning  and  desiring  good, 
and  scattering  it  as  through  the  spheres  he  scatters  light  and  atmo¬ 
sphere.  This  is  that  vast,  voluminous  God  that,  when  Paul  looked 
up  out  from  the  cloudy  world,  from  amidst  its  rain-drops,  he  saw 
riding  triumphantly,  and  spreading  His  bow  over  the  storms  which 
beat  and  afflicted  him  in  this  lower  mortal  state.  This  is  the  God 
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that  declares  himself  to  be,  in  this  wicked,  sin-smitten,  ruined 
world,  the  God  of  all  comfort — the  great-breasted  God,  the  great 
mother-God,  into  whose  arms  come  those  that  weep,  where  he  com¬ 
forts  them,  even  as  a  mother  comforts  her  child.  And  the  earth 
itself  is  rocked,  as  it  were,  by  that  same  tending,  nursing,  loving 
God,  if  only  its  inhabitants  knew  what  is  the  consolation  that  is 
addressed  to  them. 

This  view  of  Christ  was  the  peculiar  manifestation.  Would  that 
we  could  have  it  again,  as  they  had  it  in  their  time.  For,  when  the 
apostles  lived,  most  of  them  had  seen  him.  Even  Paul — in  some  re¬ 
spects  better — had  seen  him  by  celestial  vision ;  and  he  lived  in  all 
the  fresh  remembrances  of  the  whole  lore  of  Christ’s  love,  his  words, 
and  his  actions ;  and  it  is  very  plain  that  Christians,  during  the  first 
hundred  years,  lived  in  the  presence  of  Christ,  as  a  person  near  and 
dear  to  them,  as  if  he  had  been  born  in  their  own  household,  and  had 
gone  out  from,  them  as  a  child  or  a  parent  goes.  The  apostles  saw 
Christ ;  but  they  did  not  see  or  think  of  him  as  we  do  in  modern 
times.  It  is  difficult  for  me  to  make  you  understand  when  I  say 
that  it  is  right  to  philosophize  in  respect  to  the  nature  of  God,  that 
indeed  it  must  be  done,  and  that  yet  this  philosophy  can  never  take 
hold  of  the  soul  and  satisfy  it.  You  shall  read  all  the  writings  of  the 
apostles,  and  you  shall  not  find  that  once  the  nature  of  God  in  Christ 
Jesus  arose  to  them  as  a  question  of  mental  philosophy.  Yet,  handed 
from  school  to  school,  from  theory  to  theory,  almost  our  whole  con¬ 
ception  of  God  is  one  that  has  been  philosophized.  We  are  ranking 
him ;  we  are  counting  his  attributes  ;  we  are  telling  how  much  makes 
Godless  than  that  which  can  not  be  God ;  we  are  declaring  his  func¬ 
tions  ;  we  are  philosophizing,  analyzing,  synthetizing  ;  and  our  Di¬ 
vinity  is  one  that  is  largely  made  up  from  the  stand-point  of  mental 
philosophy.  For  theology  is  nothing  but  mental  philosophy  applied 
to  the  divine  mind  and  the  divine  government.  But  the  apostles 
looked  upon  God  from  a  different  point  of  view.  They  saw  ‘him  in 
respect  to  his  practical  relations  to  the  wants  of  the  individual  heart, 
and  the  wants  of  the  world.  They  thought  of  him  in  his  adaptation 
to  the  needs  of  the  human  soul,  and  to  the  world’s  need,  and  seemed 
to  say  in  themselves,  “Here  are  all  the  troubles  of  life ;  here  is  this 
beneficent  Being,  that  carries  with  him  cure.”  And  to  their  view  he 
was  God,  because  he  supplied  the  universal  need ;  because  he  had 
that  without  which  the  world’s  life  would  die  out  of  it.  It  was  this 
practical  adaptation  of  the  divine  nature  to  the  wants  of  the  suffer¬ 
ing  world  that  made  Christ  so  unquestionably  divine.  The  questions 
that  are  still  discussed  in  the  church  respecting  the  divinity  of  Christ 
would  long  since  have  ceased  as  useless,  evaporated  as  worthless,  if 
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men  had  more  habitually  contemplated  Christ  as  a  life-power,  as  a 
Redeemer  and  a  Saviour. 

The  apostles  held  for  certain  that,  in  spite  of  nature,  organiza¬ 
tion,  the  drift  of  things,  kingdoms,  powers,  and  influences,  this  meri¬ 
dian  mercy,  this  divine  consolation,  would  yet  regulate  the  world. 
The  world  was  not,  therefore,  a  pit  of  hopeless  incurables.  The 
matchless  power  of  God  would  finally  overcome  all  evil,  and  sweep 
it  out  of  the  universe.  And  they  lived  in  the  anticipation  of  victory. 
So,  then,  they  neither  were  so  disgusted  as  many  are  with  the  wrong¬ 
doing  of  men,  nor  were  they  so  hopeless  as  others  are  who  believe 
that  a  world  so  wicked,  banded  and  hereditated  in  wickedness,  can 
never  be  changed  nor  repaired.  They  looked  up  at  the  power  which 
is  above,  and  then  they  said,  “  There  is  hope  for  the  world.  Men  can 
be  regenerated.  Men  can  be  transformed.  A  new  heaven  there  shall 
yet  be,  and  a  new  earth  in  which  dwells  righteousness.”  Therefore 
their  conception  of  the  character  of  God,  and  of  its  relations  to  this 
world,  filled  them  with  a  surprise  of  perpetual  joy,  and  with  the  in¬ 
spiration  of  hope.  This  vision  of  God,  the  Comforter,  and  the  One 
most  merciful,  lifted  them  up.  And  as  the  star  after  the  storm 
guides  the  weary  mariner ;  as  the  sun,  after  being  long  hidden  by 
the  thick  cloud  that  half-shrouded  the  heaven,  gives  him  knowledge 
as  to  where  he  is,  and  cheers  his  hope  again ;  as  he  derives  his  inspi¬ 
ration,  not  from  the  ocean,  nor  from  the  wind,  nor  from  the  cloud, 
nor  from  the  sail,  nor  from  the  hull,  but  borrows  every  thing  from 
the  heaven  above  him ;  so  did  the  apostles,  and  so  have  the  noble  and 
worthy  followers  of  the  apostles  in  every  day  since,  borrowed  every 
thing  of  joy  and  comfort  from  God.  For  they  are  the  descendants, 
the  lineal  successors,  of  the  apostles,  who  are  like  them  in  heart-^ 
not  those  who  have  some  sort  of  touch  on  the  shell. 

They  were  inspired,  too,  by  the  example  of  Christ,  to  make  their 
sorrows  so  many  medicines  for  others.  In  other  words,  they  learned 
that  the  business  of  sorrow  was  not  simply  to  be  comforted  ;  that 
the  comfort  which  they  received  was  to  make  itself  the  comforter  of 
others. 

Blessed  be  God ,  even  the  Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ ,  the 
Father  of  mercies ,  and  the  God  of  all  comfort •  who  comforteth  us 
in  all  our  tribulation ,  that  we  may  be  able  to  comfort  them  which  are 
in  any  trouble  by  the  comfort  wherewith  we  ourselves  are  comforted 
of  God. 

Not  longer  to  expand  this  matter,  let  me  in  application  make  a 
few  points. 

1.  This  world  is  not  an  orb  broke  loose  and  snarled  with  imme¬ 
dicable  evils.  If  we  would  know  what  this  vrorld  is  coming  to,  we 
must  not  look  too  low.  Have  you  never  noticed,  in  summer  days, 
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when  the  sun  stands  at  the  very  meridian  height,  how  white  and 
clear  the  light  is ;  how  the  trees  stand  revealed  ;  how  all  things  are 
transparently  clear  ?  But  let  the  sun  sink  and  droop  till  it  shoots 
level  beams  along  the  surface  of  the  earth,  and  those  beams  are 
caught  and  choked  up  with  a  thousand  vapors,  with  dust,  with  all 
the  day’s  breedings  from  swamp,  and  morass,  and  river,  and  fen,  and 
the  sunlight  grows  thick  and  murky.  We  call  it  roseate ,  and  orange , 
and  what  not ;  but  it  is  the  poisoned  light  of  the  sun,  which,  in  its 
own  nature,  is  white  and  pure.  And  so  when  men’s  eyes  glance 
along  the  surface  of  the  world,  looking  at  moral  questions,  they  look 
through  the  vapors  which  the  world  itself  has  generated,  and  can 
not  see  clearly.  Therefore  it  is  that  many  men  think  this  world 
is  bound  to  wickedness,  and  that  all  philanthropic  attempts  are  mere 
efforts  of  weakness  and  inexperience.  There  be  many  men  that  arro¬ 
gate  to  themselves  great  superiority,  and  that  are  proud  of  their  cyni¬ 
cal  wisdom,  who  sit  with  a  kind  of  impudent,  pitying  leer,  looking 
upon  men  that  instruct  the  ignorant,  that  clothe  and  feed  the  poor 
and  the  needy,  that  spend — waste  as  they  say — their  time  in  going 
out  into  the  highways  to  do  good.  “  What  matters  it,”  say  they, 
“  whether  this  great  beast  of  a  world  dies  with  its  hair  licked  one  way 
or  another  ?  What  matters  it,  if  all  the  wombs  of  time  are  generating 
wickedness,  and  if  man  is  born  to  wickedness,  whether  any  thing  is 
done  for  him  or  not?  You  might  as  well  attempt  to  cure  volcanoes 
with  pills,  as  to  attempt  to  cure  the  human  heart  by  any  of  your  poor 
medicaments.”  They  say  that  they  despise  such  attempts.  And  yet,  no 
man  who  does  not  take  his  inspirations  from  the  ordinary  conceptions 
of  the  nature  of  God,  can  have  right  views  of  human  life.  Xo  man 
can  be  a  charitable  man  who  does  not  believe  that  his  fellow-men  are 
depraved.  I  will  not  say  totally •  for  I  do  not  believe  in  the  doctrine 
of  total  depravity.  They  are  depraved,  and  that  is  enough.  There 
is  very  little  difference  between  enough  and  totally — not  enough  to 
dispute  about.  You  are  wicked  in  every  faculty,  and  you  will  keep 
being  wicked  in  every  faculty.  The  salient  play  of  the  understanding 
is  itself  full  of  imperfections,  and  at  times  is  stained  with  sin  and 
wrong.  The  lecherous  imagination  goes  to  and  fro,  a  robber  of 
purity,  throughout  the  universe.  The  moral  sentiments — how  are 
they  perpetually  suborned  to  do  the  work  of  wickedness !  How 
are  the  best  affections  wreathed  around,  oftentimes,  with  idols  !  How 
are  the  passions  flagrant,  despotic,  oppressive !  Men  are  wicked  ; 
and  no  man  can  be  charitable  with  men  who  does  not  start  with  the 
belief  that  they  are  wicked  in  all  parts  of  their  nature.  And  then, 
no  man  can  be  charitable  with  men  who  does  not  believe  that  it  is 
the  essential  nature  of  God  to  cure,  and  not  to  condemn ;  that  his 
first  and  latest  thought  is,  “  O  Israel,  thou  hast  destroyed  tbyself ; 
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but  in  me  is  thy  remedy.”  God  is  himself  a  vast  medicine.  God’s 
soul  and  nature  are  the  blood  of  the  universe.  Ask  the  physician 
what  it  is  that  he  trusts  to  throw  out  morbific  influences  from  the 
human  system.  If  there  be  diseased  organs,  what  cures  them  ?  Do 
you  think  pills  do  the  work  ?  They  do  but  little  except  to  say  to  the 
lazy  organ,  “Wake  up  and  go  to  work,  and  throw  out  the  enemy 
that  is  preying  upon  you.”  What  is  medicine  ?  It  is  merely  a  coaxer. 
Its  business  is  to  say  to  the  part  affected,  “  Lazy  dog !  wake  up  and 
get  well.”  If  a  man  gets  well,  he  cures  himself — often,  thanks  to  the 
doctor  ;  oftener,  thanks  to  the  nurse  ;  always,  thanks  to  nature.  That 
does  the  work,  if  it  is  done  at  all.  What  is  the  stream  that  carries 
reparation  to  the  wasted  parts,  that  carries  stimulation  to  the  dor¬ 
mant  parts,  that  carries  nutrition  to  the  exhausted  parts  ?  What  is 
it  that  fights  ?  It  is  the  blood. 

And  throughout  the  vast  heaven,  throughout  time  and  the 
universe,  the  blood  of  the  world  comes  from  the  heart  of  God.  The 
mercies  of  the  loving  God  throb  everywhere — above  and  below, 
within  and  without,  endless  in  circuits,  vast  in  distribution,  infinitely 
potential.  It  is  the  heart  of  God  that  carries  restoration,  inspiration, 
aspiration,  and  final  victory.  And  as  long  as  God  lives,  and  is  what 
he  is,  “  the  Father  of  mercies,  and  the  God  of  all  comfort” — so  long 
this  world  is  not  going  to  rack  and  ruin.  And  let  men  despond  as  much 
as  they  please,  let  the  work  seem  to  be  delayed  as  long  as  it  pleases,  let 
men  watch  as  in  the  night  for  the  slow  coming  of  the  sun  of  a  winter 
morning;  nevertheless,  he  that  has  taken  his  observation,  and  has 
based  his  faith  on  the  character  and  nature  of  God,  knows  that 
though  a  thousand  years,  or  cycles  of  thousands  of  years  may  inter¬ 
vene,  in  the  end  there  shall  be  a  new  heaven  and  a  new  earth  in  which 
shall  dwell  righteousness.  The  earth  is  to  stand  up.  The  earth  is  not 
forever  to  groan.  Methinks  there  is  to  come  a  day  when  God  shall 
sound  the  note  from  the  throne  where  he  is,  and  when  from  afar  off, 
catching  that  key-note  and  theme,  this  old  earth,  so  long  dismal,  and 
rolling,  and  wailing,  as  it  rolls,  the  sad  requiem  of  sin  and  death, 
shall  surprise  the  spheres,  and  fill  all  the  universe  with  that  chanting 
song  of  victory,  “  Christ  hath  redeemed  us,  and  he  reigns  in  every 
heart,  and  over  all  the  earth.”  The  time  shall  come. 

Work  on  then,  brother!  Work  on,  sister!  Not  a  tear  that  you 
drop  to  wash  away  any  person’s  trouble,  not  a  blow  that  you  strike 
in  imitation  of  the  strokes  of  the  Almighty  arm,  shall  be  forgotten. 
And  when  you  stand  in  the  presence  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and 
he  says  to  you,  “  Inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it  unto  one  of  the  least 
of  these  my  disciples,  ye  have  done  it  unto  me,”  it  shall  be  more  to 
you  than  if  you  wore  the  crowns  of  the  Caesars  and  carried  all  the 
honors  of  the  earth.  The  world  shall  be  redeemed ;  for  our  God’s 
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name  is  Mercy  and  Comfort.  The  Redeemer  of  Israel  is  liis 
name. 

2.  There  are  no  troubles  which  befall  our  suffering  hearts  indivi¬ 
dually  for  which  there  is  not  in  God  a  remedy,  if  only  we  rise  to  re¬ 
ceive  it.  God’s  nature  is  medicinal  to  ours.  You  have  troubles  ;  I 
have  troubles.  We  have  needless  troubles;  but  then,  we  have 
troubles  necessary,  troubles  that  will  abide,  troubles  that  harass,  that 
weigh,  that  fever,  that  fret. 

Now,  there  is  victory  for  each  true  Christian  heart  over  its 
troubles.  Not  by  disowning  them  ;  not  by  sloughing  them.  Every 
man  runs  that  way.  The  first  impact  of  pain  and  trouble  leads  every 
man  to  say,  “  Cast  it  out !”  Every  man’s  prayer  to  God  is,  “  Lord, 
remove  this  thorn  in  the  flesh.”  He  has  not  a  thought  of  any  thing 
but  that.  “Thrice,”  says  the  apostle,  the  most  heroic  of  mortal 
men,  “  I  besought  the  Lord.”  And  his  answer  was  what  ?  “  My 

grace  shall  be  sufficient  for  thee.”  He  whose  crown  of  thorns  is 
now  more  illustrious  and  radiant  than  precious  stones  could  make  a 
crown,  says  to  every  one  of  his  disciples  that  have  thorns  piercing 
them,  “  My  grace  shall  be  sufficient  for  you.”  Then  bear,  bear ,  bear  ! 

Bear  how?  resignedly?  Oh!  if  you  can  not  do  any  better,  be 
resigned.  That  is  better  than  murmuring — only  just,  though.  I 
hear  persons  in  great  trouble  and  affliction  saying,  “  I  strive  to  be 
resigned.”  Well,  strive  for  that ;  strive  for  any  thing  ;  strive  for  the 
lowest  degree  of  Christian  attainment  rather  than  not  strive  at  all. 
If  you  are  resigned,  say  so  ;  but  do  not  say  it  as  a  whipped  child  says 
it  is  sorry  because  it  is  whipped,  and  would  not  say  it  if  it  were  not 
afraid  of  being  whipped  again.  Saying  that,  is  good  as  far  as  it  goes. 
It  is  much  better  to  do  the  least  right  thing  than  to  do  nothing,  or 
the  wrong  thing.  Say  resignation  ;  but  resignation  is  not  the  word. 
Resignation  is  a  negative  thing.  It  is  the  consent  of  the  soul  to 
receive  without  replication,  without  revulsion,  without  murmuring, 
without  resistance,  without  rebellion.  It  is  giving  up  a  contest  or 
conflict. 

But  oh  !  is  the  disciple  better  than  the  Master?  Would  you,  if 
you  could,  reach  forth  your  hand  and  take  back  one  single  sorrow, 
gloomy  then,  but  gorgeous  now,  that  made  Christ  to  you  what  he  is  ? 
Is  it  not  the  power  of  Jesus  in  heaven,  and  to  all  eternity  will  it  not 
be  his  glory,  that  he  was  the  Sufferer,  and  that  he  bore  suffering  in 
such  a  way  that  he  vanquished  suffering  ?  And  is  he  not  the  Lord 
over  all  by  reason  of  that?  Now  you  are  his  followers;  and  will 
you  follow  Christ,  and  will  you  desire  to  be  worthy  of  his  leadership, 
by  slinking  away  from  suffering  ?  Do  not  seek  it ;  but  if  it  comes, 
remember  that  no  sorrow  comes  but  with  his  knowledge.  If  he  does 
not  draw  the  golden  bow  that  sends  the  silver  arrow  to  your  heart, 
he  knows  it  is  sent,  and  sees  it  fall.  You  are  never  in  trouble  that 
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he  does  not  know  it.  And  what  is  trouble  but  that  very  influence 
that  brings  you  nearer  to  the  heart  of  God  than  prayers  or  hymns  ? 
I  think  sorrows  bring  us  closer  to  God  than  joys,  usually  ;  but 
sorrows,  to  be  of  use,  must  be  borne,  as  Christ’s  were,  victoriously, 
carrying  with  them  intimations  and  sacred  prophecies  to  the  heart 
of  Hope,  not  only  that  we  shall  not  be  overborne  by  them,  but  that  by 
them  we  shall  be  strengthened  and  ennobled  and  enlarged. 

How  is  it,  brother  ?  I  do  not  ask  you  whether  you  like  the  cup 
which  you  are  now  drinking  ;  but  look  back  twenty  years.  Almost 
every  one  of  you  can  think  of  some  trouble  which  you  experienced 
twenty,  or  ten,  or  five  years  ago,  and  which  at  the  time  seemed 
to  you  like  midnight.  It  bowed  you  down ;  and  you  felt  as 
though  your  heart  was  bursting  in  twain.  Now  it  is  all  over,  and  it 
has  wrought  out  its  effect  on  you ;  and  I  ask  you,  Would  you  give 
out  of  your  education  those  twists  and  twirls  which  you  suffered  un¬ 
der  ?  Would  you  have  removed  the  experience  of  that  burden 
which  you  thought  would  crush  you,  but  which  you  fought  in  such  a 
way  that  you  came  out  a  strong  man  ?  What  has  made  you  so  ver¬ 
satile  ?  What  has  made  you  so  patient  ?  What  has  made  you  so 
broad,  so  deep,  and  so  rich  ?  God  put  pickaxes  into  you,  though  you 
did  not  like  it.  He  dug  wells  of  salvation  in  you.  He  took  you  in 
his  strong  hand,  and  shook  you  by  his  north  wind,  and  rolled  you 
in  his  snows,  and  fed  you  with  the  coarsest  food,  and  clothed  you  in 
the  coarsest  raiment,  and  beat  you  as  a  flail  beats  grain  till  the  straw 
is  gone  and  the  wheat  is  left.  And  you  are  what  you  are  by  the 
grace  of  God’s  providence,  many  of  you.  By  fire,  by  anvil-strokes, 
by  the  hammer  that  breaks  the  flinty  rock,  you  are  made  what  you 
are.  You  were  gold  in  the  rock;  and  God  played  miner,  and  blast¬ 
ed  you  out  of  the  rock  ;  and  then  he  played  stamper,  and  crushed 
you ;  and  then  he  played  smelter,  and  melted  you ;  and  now  you 
are  gold  free  from  the  rock  by  the  grace  of  God’s  severity  to  you. 
And  as  you  look  back  upon  those  experiences  of  five,  or  ten,  or  twenty 
years  ago,  and  see  what  they  have  done  for  you,  and  what  you  are 
now,  you  say,  “  I  would  not  exchange  what  I  learned  from  these 
things  for  all  the  world.” 

What  is  the  reason  you  have  never  learned  to  apply  the  same 
philosophy  to  the  trouble  of  to-day  ?  Why  is  it  that,  when  trouble 
comes  on  you  to-day,  your  heart  can  not  rise  up  and  say,  “  O  God  of 
darkness,  I  know  thee.  Clouds  are  around  about  thee  but  justice 
and  judgment  are  the  habitations  of  thy  throne”  ?  Why  can  not  you 
do  by  God  as  your  children  do  by  you  ?  If  you  play  with  your  chil¬ 
dren — and  every  body  ought  to — if  you  dress  yourself  and  come  at 
your  children  with  shapes  of  terror,  how  half-scared,  and  yet  not 
scared,  they  run  at  you,  with  strokes,  and  pull  away  the  covering  from 
your  face,  and  rejoice  when  they  begin  to  .see  the  features  of  their 
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father,  who  is  playing  with  them.  That  which  terrified  them  is  the 
life  of  their  sport  when  they  find  you  out.  And  when  God  comes  to 
you  wrapped  and  wreathed  in  clouds,  and  in  storms,  why  should  we 
not  recognize  him,  and  say,  “I  know  thee,  God;  and  I  will  not  fear 
thee.  Though  thou  slay  me,  I  will  trust  thee”  ?  If  a  man  could 
see  his  God  in  his  troubles,  and  take  sorrow  to  be  the  lore  of  inspira¬ 
tion,  the  light  of  interpretation,  the  sweet  discipline  of  a  bitter  medi¬ 
cament  that  brings  health,  though  the  taste  is  not  agreeable — if  one 
could  so  look  upon  his  God,  how  would  sorrows  make  him  strong  ! 

3.  Once  more.  No  person  is  ordained  until  his  sorrows  put  into 
his  hands  the  power  of  comforting  others.  Did  any  body  but  Paul 
ever  think  as  Paul  did  ?  See  what  a  genuine  nobleness  and  benevo¬ 
lence  there  was  in  every  thing  he  did.  Sorrow  is  apt  to  be  very  selfish, 
it  is  apt  to  be  self-indulgent ;  but  see  how  sorrow  worked  in  the  apostle. 
“Blessed  be  God,”  said  he,  “even  the  Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  the  Father  of  mercies,  and  the  God  of  all  comfort;  who 
comforteth  us  in  all  our  tribulation,  that  we  may  be  able  to  comfort 
them  which  are  in  any  trouble  by  the  comfort  wherewith  we  our¬ 
selves  are  comforted  of  God.” 

There  is  a  universal  instance  and  illustration  of  it.  When  the 
daughter  is  married,  and  goes  from  home,  much  as  she  loves  her 
chosen  companion,  how  often  her  heart  goes  back  to  her  father’s 
house !  Father  and  mother  are  never  so  dear  as  about  two  or 
three  years  after  the  child  has  been  separated  from  them — just 
long  enough  to  get  over  the  novelty  of  being  independent.  At 
no  other  time — and  this  is  a  comfort  to  you,  mothers,  who  cry 
when  your  daughters  get  married,  and  you  think  they  love  some¬ 
body  else  besides  you — do  they  so  much  come  back  to  their  parents 
for  counsel.  And  that  is  as  it  should  be ;  for  father  and  mother  are 
the  true  counselors  of  the  child.  As  time  goes  on,  the  daughter 
sutlers  from  sickness,  children  are  multiplied  in  the  family,  she  does 
not  know  wdiich  way  to  turn;  and  the  mother  comes  to  her,  journey¬ 
ing  from  afar.  And  oh,  what  a  light  there  is  in  the  dwelling !  The 
mother’s  face  is  more  than  stars  in  the  night,  more  than  the  sun  in 
the  daytime,  to  the  home-sick  child.  The  mother  tarries  in  the 
family.  The  children  are  sick ;  there  is  trouble  in  the  household ; 
but  the  daughter  says,  “  Mother  is  here.”  And  when  from  her  lips 
fall  sweet  words  of  consolation,  and  she  says,  “  My  dear  child,  noth¬ 
ing  surprising  has  befallen  you ;  I  have  gone  through  it  all,”  and 
she  narrates  some  of  the  inward  history  of  her  own  life,  of  the 
troubles  that  she  has  experienced,  while  yet  she  is  telling  her  story, 
strangely,  as  if  exhaled,  all  these  drops  of  trouble  that  have  been 
sprinkled  on  the  child’s  heart  have  gone,  and  she  is  comforted. 
Why?  Because  the  consolations  by  which  the  mother’s  heart  was 
comforted,  have  gone  over  and  rested  on  the  child’s  mind. 
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Now,  the  apostle  says,  “When  Christ  comforts  your  grief,  he 
makes  you  mother  to  somebody  else.” 

I  know  some  people  who,  when  they  have  griefs,  become  paupers 
and  mendicants.  I  do  not  like  to  talk  so  contemptuously,  though  I 
feel  it  at  first;  but  I  despise,  until  I  stop  and  think,  those  people 
who  want  to  parade  their  griefs  and  sorrows.  There  are  persons 
who,  having  had  losses,  go  around  with  a  hat  in  their  hand  begging 
a  penny  of  comfort  from  this  one  and  that  one,  on  account  of  their 
bereavements.  Wherever  they  go,  they  want  to  have  somebody 
talk  about  their  griefs,  and  ask  about  them ;  and  if  people  do  not 
ask  about  them,  they  tell  about  them  without  being  asked.  They 
carry  a  tail  to  their  griefs  as  long  as  a  comet’s  tail.  All  the  time 
their  omnivorous  mouth  is  open  to  give  forth  something  concerning 
their  griefs.  They  want  every  body  to  be  interested  in  their 
griefs,  and  sympathize  with  them  on  account  of  them.  They  make 
their  griefs  an  occasion  for  mendicancy. 

And  what  does  the  apostle  say  ?  That  when  God  comforts  your 
griefs,  he  ordains  you  to  be  a  minister  of  comfort  to  others  who  are 
in  trouble.  You  are  not  to  seek  comfort  for  yourselves,  but  are,  out 
of  your  experience  of  heart,  to  pour  comfort  into  other  people’s 
wounded  hearts.  That  is  the  ministration  of  sorrow. 

Christian  brethren,  does  God  so  comfort  you  that  you  are  able  to 
bear  the  yoke,  and  to  endure  the  piercing  thorn  ?  And  when  God 
enables  you  to  bear  it,  is  your  first  thought  this,  “  I  am  now  ad¬ 
mitted  into  the  sacred  church  of  the  sufferers ;  I  am  now  marked 
with  the  cross,  as  one  that  bears  for  others ;  I  am  lifted  up  among 
my  fellow-men,  not  to  be  praised,  but  that  I  may  go  about  as  my 
Master  did,  and  minister  to  them  the  consolations  by  which  I  myself 
have  been  comforted”  ?  Do  not  any  of  you  say,  “  The  cup  is  too 
large  and  too  bitter”  ?  Never.  The  Hand  that  was  pierced  for  you 
takes  the  cup,  and  gives  it  to  you ;  and  Christ  loves  you  too  much  to 
give  you  a  cup  that  you  can  not  drink.  Do  not  say,  “  The  burden 
is  too  great ;  I  can  not  bear  it.”  He  that  loves  you,  as  you  do  not 
even  yourself  love  yourself,  the  Redeemer,  “  the  God  of  all  comfort,” 
“the  Father  of  mercies,”  lays  every  burden  on  you;  and  he  that 
lays  the  burden  on,  wTill  give  you  strength  to  bear  it.  Take  up 
your  cross.  God  gives  every  body,  I  think,  a  cross,  when  he  enters 
upon  a  Christian  life.  When  it  comes  into  his  hands,  what  is  it? 
It  is  the  rude  oak,  four-square,  full  of  splinters  and  slivers,  and 
rudely  tacked  together.  And  after  forty  years  I  see  some  men  carry¬ 
ing  their  cross  just  as  rude  as  it  was  at  first.  Others,  I  perceive,  be¬ 
gin  to  wind  around  about  it  faith,  and  hope,  and  patience ;  and  after 
a  time,  like  Aaron’s  rod,  it  blossoms  all  over.  And  at  last  their  cross 
has  been  so  covered  with  holy  affections  that  it  does  not  seem  any 
more  to  be  a  cross.  They  carry  it  so  easily,  and  are  so  much  more 
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strengthened  than  burdened  by  it,  that  men  almost  forget  that  it  is 
a  cross,  by  the  triumph  with  which  they  carry  it.  Carry  your  cross 
in  such  a  way  that  there  shall  be  victory  in  it ;  and  let  every  tear, 
as  it  drops  from  your  eye,  glance  also,  as  the  light  strikes  through  it, 
with  the  consolations  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

There  be  many  of  you  that  are  standing  in  dark  hours  now,  and 
that  need  just  these  consolations.  My  dear  child,  my  daughter,  my 
son,  be  not  surprised — certainly  not  out  of  your  faith.  God  is  not  an¬ 
gry  with  you.  It  is  not  necessarily  for  your  sins  that  you  are  afflicted 
— though  we  are  all  sinful.  For  your  good  God  afflicts  you  ;  and  he 
says  to  you,  “  What  father  is  he  that  chastiseth  not  his  son  ?  If  ye 
endure  chastisement,  ye  are  my  sons.  Whom  the  Lord  loveth  he 
chasteneth.”  O  glorious  fact !  O  blessed  truth  !  These  are  God’s 
love-letters,  written  in  dark  ink.  “  Whom  the  Lord  loveth  he  chas¬ 
teneth,  and  scourgeth  every  son  whom  he  receiveth.  If  ye  endure 
chastening,”  ye  are  the  sons  of  God ;  if  not,  bastards. 

Grant,  O  God !  that  we  may  be  sons.  Now  speak,  and  see  if  thou 
canst  scare  us.  Now  thunder,  and  see  if  we  tremble.  Now  write, 
and  see  if  we  do  not  press  thy  messages  to  our  heart.  Afflict  us, 
only  do  not  forget  us.  Comfort  us,  and  we  wrill  bear  to  others  the 
comfort  wherewith  ice  are  comforted. 

PRATER  BEFORE  THE  SERMON. 

We  thank  thee,  almighty  God,  that  thou  art  as  a  city  on  every  side  of  which  there  are  gates. 
Thou  art  accessible  at  all  times,  and  to  all.  There  is  no  cry  so  feeble  that  the  storm  shall  beat  it 
down,  or  the  thunder  of  the  world  hide  it.  Up  through  all  noise  and  opposition,  the  faintest 
wish  and  cry  presses  to  thee,  and  is  heard.  There  is  no  heart  so  weak  that  it’can  not  make  its 
way  among  hearts.  There  is  no  heart  that  hungers  and  thirsts  and  faints,  and  is  weary  unto 
death,  but  that  has  power  with  the  mightiest  to  overcome  omnipotence.  By  as  much  as  we  are 
weak,  are  we  strong  with  thee.  The  more  lowly  we  are,  the  more  are  we  before  thee  evermore. 
With  the  humble  and  the  contrite  in  spirit  thou  dost  dwell;  for  they  that  need  thee  most  are 
most  in  thy  thought.  And  though  our  necessities  spring  from  transgi'ession,  though  guilt  goes 
with  want,  we  are  none  the  less  the  objects  of  thy  loving  care,  and  of  thy  pardoning  mercy.  And 
though  the  earth  has  been  full  of  crimes,  though  the  stream  of  men’s  thoughts  has  rolled  dark 
and  guilty,  and  though  the  whole  of  creation  has  groaned  and  travailed  in  pain  until  now,  vexed 
and  tormented  ;  yet  thou  hast  let  fly,  and  never  called  back  again  over  all  this  desolate  world,  and 
the  floods  of  its  iniquity,  that  word,  “  Whosoever  will,  let  him  come  and  take  of  the  water  of  life 
freely.”  For  all  this  hope  that  is  set  loose  with  thine  invitation,  for  all  the  vision  of  thine  excel¬ 
lent  glory  which  we  behold  in  this  thy  wonderful  call,  we  render  thee  'thanksgiving  [and  praise. 
For  thou  art  not  the  highest  that  thou  mightest  oppress,  nor  even  that  thou  mightest  bring  to 
rigorous  justice  those  that  are  under  condemnation.  Thou  art  the  Healer  of  all  that  live.  Thou 
art  the  best,  and  yet  the  tenderest.  Thou  art  the  most  unspotted  and  the  most  sympathetic  with 
those  that  are  stained,  even  unto  death.  Thou,  O  God,  hast  need  of  no  one  thyself,  and  yet,  art 
the  one  universal  Helper  of  those  that  are  needy.  Thou  art  infinitely  rich,  and  no  one  can  add  to 
thy  store ;  and  yet,  thou  art  bountiful,  giving  forth  with  eternal  profusion  to  those  that  are 
needy.  Thou  art  the  one  against  whom  we  have  offended ;  and  yet  thou  art  the  suppliant,  and 
dost  stand  at  the  door  of  the  heart  persuading  and  knocking,  as  if  it  were  a  refuge  that  thou  dost 
seek  against  the  pursuer,  and  not  as  if  thou  wert  wooing  and  winning  us  to  our  own  good. 

Who  shall  speak  thy  nature ;  and  who  shall  enter  into  all  the  richness  of  thy  thoughts,  and 
their  processions  ?  Who  shall  be  able  to  describe  what  thou  art,  thou  glorious  “  God  of  all  com¬ 
fort” — thou  “  Father  of  mercies  ”  ? 

We  desire  to  humble  ourselves  because  thou  art  so  good,  in  the  memory  and  knowledge,  and 
in  the  present  consciousness  of  our  own  sins  and  unworthiness.  If  thou.hadst  been  hard,  even 
though  just,  we  might  have  found  some  delight  in  hiding,  or  seeking  to  hide,  transgression,  or  to 
evade  penalty  ;  but  since  thou  art  lenient,  since  thou  art  tender  and  most  merciful,  how  shall  we 
forgive  ourselves  that  we  have  run  greedily  to  do  evil  in  thy  sight  ?  How  shall  we  be  content 
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with  ourselves  that,  joined  to  such  a  nobility,  that,  being  the  sons  of  God,  we  have  been  content 
to  divide  with  the  swine  the  food  which  they  did  eat  ?  We  are  ashamed  of  sinning ;  we  are 
ashamed  of  thoughts  unworthy  of  thy  company ;  and  we  desire  that  the  goodness  of  God  may 
lead  us  to  repent.  May  we  not  await  thy  scourge.  May  we  not  wait  until  we  hear  the  thunders 
of  the  far-coming  judgments.  May  thy  meekness,  may  thy  gentleness,  may  thy  goodness  win  us. 
And  we  pray  this  day  that  we  may  have  such  a  sense  of  thy  presence  and  mercy  and  majesty, 
that  from  its  universality  and  fullness  and  adaptation  to  all  our  wants  we  shall  rise  up  strength¬ 
ened,  not  in  our  own  conceit,  but  in  our  God.  May  we  learn  more  and  more  to  glory  in  the 
Lord,  rather  than  in  outward  things,  rather  than  in  the  repute  which  we  seek  among  men,  or  in 
riches,  or  in  any  pleasure,  or  in  any  duty  to  which  our  hands  are  put.  May  we  rejoice  in  the 
Lord. 

Wc  beseech  of  thee  that  thou  wilt  grant  to  all  thy  dear  servants  who  are  present  this  morn¬ 
ing  such  familiarity  of  access,  such  boldness  of  petition,  that  they  may  ask  whatever  they  this 
day  may  need  for  themselves,  for  their  distempered  hearts  and  dispositions,  for  the  purposes  the 
accomplishment  of  which  is  long  delayed,  or  for  their  own  households.  Grant,  we  beseech  of  thee, 
that  the  thoughts  of  love  in  their  wide  circuits  may  carry  with  them  divine  benefaction  ;  and 
if  we  think  of  those  afar  olf,  across  the  sea,  or  in  the  wilderness,  or  in  circumstances  of  peril  and 
of  trial,  may  our  thoughts  be  but  the  premonitions  of  thy  fullness  this  day.  If  there  be  in  thy 
presence  those  that  are  burdened  and  that  need  relief,  and  come  to  thee  for  relief,  oh  I  vouchsafe  to 
them  the  fulfillment  of  thy  words  of  mercy,  and  do  exceeding  more  for  them  than  they  ask  or 
think,  to  the  honor  and  glory  of  thy  gracious  name. 

Be  near  to  all  those  that  are  bereaved,  and  comfort  them.  May  they  not  think  that  any 
strange  thing  has  befallen  them  in  this  world  of  sorrows,  and  death,  and  anguished  hearts  yet 
living  that  would  they  were  dead. 

Grant,  we  beseech  of  thee,  that  those  that  are  called  to  mourn  may  look  up  to  God,  and  take 
their  sorrows  to  themselves  in  the  light  of  his  countenance.  Thou  that  canst  make  the  storm 
cloud  glow  with  all  the  colors  of  the  heaven,  canst  not  thou  shine  upon  human  griefs  until  they 
are  beautiful  ?  We  beseech  of  thee  that  thou  wilt  strengthen  them  that  are  weak,  and  that  are  pass¬ 
ing  through  sorrow's  which  for  the  moment  overbear  them.  If  they  cry  out,  “  All  thy  waves  have 
gone  over  me  1”  yet,  Lord,  arise,  thou  that  seemest  to  sleep,  and  rebuke  the  wind  and  the  waves, 
that  there  may  be  calm  with  them.  Sanctify  affliction  wherever  it  is,  that  it  may  make  men 
better ;  that  it  may  make  them  more  humble,  more  meek,  more  pure ;  and  that  it  may  make 
them  more  sympathetic  with  their  fellow-men. 

We  beseech  of  thee  that  thou  wilt  accept  the  consecration  which  thy  servants  make  of  them¬ 
selves,  praying  to-day  in  thy  presence ;  and  if  they  yearn  and  desire  a  nobler  life  ;  if  they  mourn 
that  their  attainments  are  so  far  below  their  ideals  ;  if  they  from  day  to  day  find  the  resolutions 
of  yesterday  broken,  and  the  dead  are  evermore  burying  the  dead,  grant,  we  beseech  of  thee, 
that  they  may  not  be  discouraged,  but  that  they  may  “press  toward  the  mark  for  the  prize  of 
the  high  calling  of  God  in  Christ  Jesus.” 

We  pray  that  thou  wilt  bless  parents  that  are  endeavoring  to  rear  up  a  generation  to  serve 
thee.  May  the  children  of  the  households  of  this  church  and  society  come  up  in  remembrance 
before  thee.  And  as  evils  are  on  every  side,  seeking  to  snare  them,  as  the  fiery  blasts  are  ready 
to  sweep  over  them,  grant,  O  God,  that  the  young  may  be  precious  in  thy  sight,  and  that  they 
may  be  so  reared  that  when  they  are  old  they  shall  not  depart  from  virtue  and  from  truth. 

We  pray  that  thou  wilt  make  more  and  more  efficacious  the  labors  of  thy  servants  who  go 
forth  to  seek  and  to  save  the  lost.  May  they  not  be  weary  in  well-doing,  and  may  they  not  be¬ 
come  puffed  up,  nor  conceited,  by  all  the  labor  which  they  perform.  May  they  evermore  remem¬ 
ber  that  it  is  their  privilege,  and  an  inestimable  favor,  that  thou  dost  permit  them  to  labor  in  the 
vineyard  with  thee.  And  may  they  walk  humbly,  and  bear  not  alone  the  name  of  Christ,  but  the 
spirit  of  their  blessed  Master. 

We  pray  that  thou  wilt  look  upon  the  churches  of  these  cities,  and  bless  them.  May  those 
that  minister  in  them  be  able  wisely  to  divine  thy  Word  and  thy  power  from  on  high.  Wilt  thou 
make  thy  Word  effectual.  We  pray  that  thou  wilt  revive  thy  work  in  all  the  churches  of  this 
land.  May  the  gracious  outpourings  of  thy  Spirit  be  as  the  rain.  And  we  pray  thee  that  it  may 
be  as  rain  not  upon  the  sand,  but  upon  the  soil. 

We  pray  that  thou  wilt  help,  in  this  great  time  of  our  nation’s  need,  all  those  that  purpose 
things  wise,  and  just,  and  pure,  and  true,  and  good  ;  and  may  the  counsels  of  the  ungodly  come 
to  naught.  And  we  beseech  ot  thee  that  thou  wilt  overrule  events  for  the  furtherance  of  justice 
and  liberty.  May  education  and  intelligence  prevail  among  all  our  people.  We  pray  that  we  may 
be  united,  at  last,  inwardly,  in  righteousness.  And  grant  that  we  may  not  seek  stability  by  vio¬ 
lence.  And  only  in  God  may  we  seek  strength  and  continuance. 

Remember  all  the  nations  of  the  earth ;  and  in  the  various  struggles  which  are  silently  or 
openly  going  on,  be  thou  on  the  side  of  the  right.  Strengthen  the  weak  and  the  needy.  Fulfill 
thy  promises.  Command  the  mountains,  that  they  come  down,  and  the  valleys,  that  they  exalt 
themselves.  And  may  the  way  of  the  Lord  be  cast  up  among  the  people,  and  the  ransomed  of  the 
Lord  return,  and  come  to  Zion  with  songs  and  everlasting  joy  upon  their  head.  And  to  thy  name 
shall  be  the  praise,  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit.  Amen. 


